EPILOGUE

.On that cold autumn morning I recalled these and other
similar impressions and experiences of recent years. Old
acquaintances had become strangers to each other, and
strangers had become close friends. New friendships had
grown up in entire disregard of conventional barriers, and
bitter enmities were tearing families asunder.

When I had crossed the near frontier into Poland, I
breathed again. I had not been arrested. Not until later did
I learn that I was to have been prevented from leaving. I had
been fortunate in choosing so early a train. As the train pro-
ceeded through the woods and heaths that had been familiar
to me from my earliest childhood, all formerly Prussian and
now Polish, I asked myself what it was that gave this revolu-
tion its deep, indelible stain. Were all great historic crises,
seen at close quarters, similarly horrible events, beyond con-
temporary comprehension? It might be so. And yet that was
an inadequate explanation. There lay something gruesome
in the background, perhaps something unprecedented.
Other revolutions had been scarcely less cruel and destruc-
tive. All of them had been dominated by terror. But the
wrongs done, the existing rights destroyed, were incidental to
the effort to create a better and juster order. Here, however,
the men at the head, cold and cynical, or irresponsible and
mocking, or sceptical and without hope, were throwing
away all that distinguished man from all other creatures.
They set out to be blonde or brown beasts, and that was
what they were. Humanity had begun to lose its meaning.

Where were the men who were standing out against this
evil? Where was the other Germany? Was it only a fiction?
Where were those who would overcome this revolution?
Where was the great, patient people? Had only an individual
here and there kept his senses? Did those meetings and talks
that I had had offer any explanation at all? Where did the
actual roots of this process lie? Where were all the men of
science, of art? Where stood the women now? What were,
the churches doing? Where were all those honourable men
who had stood for democratic freedom? Had all these
elements merely gone brown by way of protective colouring?
Was the colour less than sjdn-deep, did it aeed only a
little scratching to expose the genuine reality pf old? Or